— rr N . 
> N 


T H E 


BY Mz. 8 H EP HE RD. 


— STAT MAGNI NOMINIS UMBRA.. Luce. 


EY. 8 


PRINTED FOR W. FLEXNEY, HOLBORN; C. BATHURST, FLEET STREET; 
R. DODSLEY, PALL MALL; AND J. ROBSON, NEW BONDSTREEY. 


M DCC LXXIX, 


\ 
* 


THE 
DYING HER ©: 


WAKE,. my Muſe, if in theſe dreary glades, 
Where the ſcant arborage forms its niggard ſhades, 
Where murky vapours from the ſtagnate lake 
The palſied limbs with piercing agues ſhake, 
And ceaſeleſs rolls Diſeaſe's 'ſcutcheon'd car, 


| Hearſed in the trophies of the fell catarrh ; 


Ere yet along the winding Maeſe I rove, 

And woo Hygeia in the Belgic grove ; 

Awake, if in theſe realms the Muſe can ſing: 

Not ſuch the plains, where firſt ſhe imp'd her wing ; 


| Thoſe plains where Iſis winds her filver ſtreams, 
Iſis, the conſort of majeſtic Thames. 


Rich with the commerce of the World he 45 | 


And on her, margin deathleſs laurel grows, 


B Thrice 
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Thrice happy pair | be his bright Merit's claim: 
And her's, to rank it in the roll of Fame. 


Even now he pours his heroes on the main; 
And in her haunts the Muſe's honour d. train 
At Britain's ſhrine ſhall conſecrate each deed, 
And give their daring toils a glorious meed: 
While lovely Iſis, as ſhe. rolls along, 


Teaches her curling waves the glorious ſong. 


But ah, how vain the Hero's (| plendid race | 
In narrow bounds how limited the ſpace,, 
The firſt fair exploit and the grave. between, 
The hour of glory, and the tearful ſcene ; 
Which ſhews him ſtript of all his worldly pride, 
Compound of duſt, and to the worm allied 


Say, thou, that boaſt'ſt from this vile ſpot thy birth, 


Say, canſt thou raiſe, inhabitant of earth, 
Thy mind's keen eye, and in idea trace 
The regions of unmeaſurable ſpace ; 
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E 
Se in the ſtars new ſuns, and round them whirbd 


In rapid movements; many a circling world ? 


Then the purged eye, purged by the luſtrous fight, 
Jo realms of darkneſs brought from realms of light, 
In equal ſhades ſhall view Ambition's ſchemes, 


The warriour's conqueſts, and the madman's dreams. 


If in the ſpark, that warms this earthy cell; 
A ſingle ray of genuine greatneſs dwell; 

"Tis in the reach of thought, that bold and oe 
Extends like light o'er air, and earth, and ſea; 
And calls, enobled by each deed of worth, 

The honeſt labours of the virtuous forth: 
Deſtined for other worlds, and better fates, 
Where real virtue real glory waits. 


Happy the man, who, free from public ſtrife, 
| Steals through ſome peaceful path of ——_ life; 
Superiour to the tinkling of a name, 
Smiles at applauſe, and counts fair Virtue Fame: 
ET Applauſe, 
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Applauſe, that ſtamps, where er ſhe waves her wings, 
No ſterling worth on characters or things; 
Leaves Merit, dimly beaming mid diſtreſs, 
And meaſures all her triumphs by ſucceſs. 


Thrice happy he, beneath the acorn's ſhade, 
Which, trench'd in earth, his anceſtors had laid, 
Who hears the milk-maids carol at his pail, 

And in his barns the muſick of the flail ; 

Lord of a plain, but hoſpitable board, 

Maſter of wealth ſufficient to afford mY 

Cloaths to the naked, to the hungry bread; 

And hears them call down bleſſings on his head. 
What though, Contentment bounding his deſires, 
His ſoul ne'er kindled with Ambition's fires q 
Though, unſeduced by Power's enchanting wand, 
He ſpread no havock through his native land ; 
Nor harbour'd in his breaſt ſo mean a thought, 

As the acqueſt of fame thus dearly bought ; 


a 
Say, ye wiſe few, on Virtue's ſacred plan, 
Is he, or WasHINGTON, the happy man? + wok 5 


Give me to mingle round his ſocial fire, 

Give me, ye Powers, T aſk no converſe higher, 
To hear the man, in years and virtue old, 

The inſtitutes of Wiſdom's page unfold : 

Io ſee, the moral leſſon while he frames 

T o warm the youthful mind with Virtue's flames, 
Suſpended on his lips, his prattling race 

Drink ſage inſtruction with a fond embrace. 

Give me his day of peace, his even of quiet; 
And leave to R——y nonſenſe, noiſe, and riot. 


Look round the world, and fay, how little here 
Has Wealth to give, or Poverty to fear; 
How little in the meteor Fame we find ; I 
The ignis fatuus of a noble mind. 
To learn, of boaſt how vain, how poor avail, 
Is pomp and power, attend a ſimple tale, 
Eo In 
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In days of yore, for theſe our lays unfold, 
Mark' d with no modern traits, a tale of old ;. 

RopkRIcx, who has not heard of Ropszick's name? 
High in the annals of immortal Fame, 
Fear'd by his foes, by willing realms obeyed, 
Wide o'er the North a potent ſceptre ſway d. 
A favage race, whoſe mind's humaner glo 
Neꝰ er ſmootli d the rugged ſterneſs of che brow,. 
He ruled: their comforts and their wants were few : 


And war and rapine all the arts they knew. 


By Nature form'd with every power of mind, 
To bleſs a people, and adorn mankind ; 
He made the public weal the monarch's care, 
And bade the world his happy influence ſhare. 
Th' impaſhon'd mind's tumultuous tide to ſtem, 
And call forth luſtre in th' unpoliſt'd gem, 
To humanize the' ſoul, and make the man, 


RopDERI cx for this conceiv'd the liberal plan. 


(rr) 

| On the loved Arts his power indulgence ſhed; 
And Genius rear'd her: long · neglected head. 
Erſt rude as wilds of Hyperborean ſnow, 


Their poliſh'd-minds aſſume a milder glow z- 
Their ſavage nature ſofter manners form . 
So Summer ſuns ſucceed the Winter s ſtorm: 
While, with a thouſand bleſſings in her train, | 


Peace, blandly ſmiling, mark d th auſpicious reign. 


Above the vain parade of ſtars and ſtrings, 
That lures the little minds of little Kings; 


Above the joys that gild their leifure hour, 


Above the little piques, that Rain their power; 
RoptRicx, for other cares and Joys deſign d, 
Deem' d the high workings of the human mind: 
And oft retiring from the pomp. of courts, 
Where Wiſdom fickens, and-gay Folly ſports, , | 


Turn'd from court beauties, under Theſpian ſhades | 


To hold ſoft dalliance with th Aonian maids ; &s 
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Or through the groves of Academus roved, 
The firſt to cultivate the arts he loved. 


The bower of pleaſure, and the bed of eaſe, 

The mind's ſeduction, and the mind's diſeaſe, 

He fled, as from a Syren's looſe embrace, 

His boſom panting high in Glory's race: 
Glory, the nurſe of all that's great below ; 

Glory, the ſource of every human woe: 

A potent drug, directed well, or ill, je | 

The mind's beſt cordial, ar moſt poiſonous pill. 

Her powerful magic RopRRIcx's breaſt aſſail d, 

And o'er the foul, where Love was foil'd, prevail'd, 

For her alone he felt his boſom burn, 

For her he left the {lighted Arts to mourn : 

While, late the portion of th' induſtrious ſwain, 

Embattled ſquadrons crowd the glittering plain. 


ro cutb the proud, to fuccour the diſtreſt, 
is And whiſper comfort to the mourner's breaſt 3 


To 
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To wreſt the bolt from ſtern Oppreſſion's han. 


And ſcatter bleſſings o'er a peaceful land 

Were cares he deem'd beneath the nobler aim 

Of him, who grappled for the wreath of Fame. | 
For that he mingled in the deathful fray ; J 

Glory cried, on: and havock mark'd the way. 
To ſing the horrors of the crimſon field, 

With horſe to horſe, and ſhield oppoſed to ſhield, 
While dread AnDaTe bids the battle bleed, 

IIl ſuits the tenour of our ruſtic reed. 


But hark, the ſhouts of conqueſt rend the ſky, 
The ecchoing hills reſound; * they fly, they fly.” 
The trembling foes their backs inglorious ſhow, 

And Conqueſt twines the wreath on RopEALx's brow. 
But ah! in this mixt ſtate, without alloy, 

On what bleſt boſom beams the cherub Joy 


For ſee, amidſt the carnage of the field, 
Writhing in pain upon a blood-ſtain'd ſhield, 
e o» 
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His forrowing friends the brave PaLzavio beat; 
Who drags with feeble arm his ſhiver'd ſpear. 


« What means that ſpectacle, the monarch cries ? | 
'PaLERMO bleeding |—Royal Liege, replies 

The dying Hero, grant—grant what, dear friend ?— 
Friend of my youth, exclaims the Prince, extend 

Far as the Pole your wiſh: a ſervice name, 


Worthy thy merits, and your Prince's fame. 

Aſk honour ; to thy name ſhall temptes riſe : 

Or if revenge your fiercer wiſh implies, 

Yon ravaged realm ſhall pay the dear-bought ſacrifice.” 


Vain is the honour, that purſues the bier, 
Vain as revenge to the death-deafen'd ear : 
To ſooth my pride, no temples I require z 
No ſlaughter'd victims to appeaſe my ire: 
Lask a preſent boon, rejoins the chief, 
From death a reſpite, and from pain relief. 
From the wide maw of the voracious grave, 


Which thou fo oft has gorged, thy ſoldier ſave: mY 
Sooth; 


| ( rs ) | * 
Sooth, royal Sire, this agoniſing pain, 
With vigour nerve my feeble limbs again ; 


Give me again my faithful ſword to wield, . 
And charge once more on Glory's crimſon field. 
7 Akt could, dear friend) an empires ranſom fave. / 
My gallant ſoldier from the hungry grave 


But all an empire's ranſom, all my power 
Will. not-one moment _ the fatal hour. 


o then prepare me in that diſtant boum, 
Whither I go, and whence 1 is no return * 


Where the bleſt portal flaming Seraphs grad,” 
And patient merit meets a fure ward, | 
Some glorious manſion of eternal joy, 
Secure from change, and fiee from all Moy 2 2 
Bid angel hoſts repreſs the powers of hell, 
And chant W at my OY ww 975. '7 


_ + *: Let not the dread of future woes control 
The ſteady firmneſs of PaLERMo's ſoul, 


The 


( 16 ) 


4 
The ſoul - perception, by a happier name; 


The ſoul a breath, a ſound, a meteor flame: 
The harmony of matter well arranged; 
Nothing, the mode of its exiſtence changed 


© Now, on my life, you mock your ſoldier's woes; 
And ſhake the drooping ſoul, that asks repoſe, i 
With vague ſurmiſe. And will conjecture am 
This fleeting meteor againſt Death's alarm ? 
If e'er, your glory all your ſoldier's aim, 
I fought your battles,” and advanced your fame; > > 
If e er I bade my furious ſquadrons ſpoil : rr 
Heaven's gracious boon, and mock the ponghman 8 toll ; 
If &er, to ſatia te your relentleſs i Ire, 
I ravaged realms, wrapp d ſleeping towns. in fire; 
Let looſe on Chaſtity Luſf̃s burning rage, 
And bade the ſabre ſpare nor ſex, nor age: 
Shew me, not by the rackings of the brain, 
By ſubtle metaphyſic's meteor train, 


yr, 
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Hypotheſes, that link on link depend, 
Without beginning, and without an end; 
Or fancies vague, that lead the mind aſtray, 
Where Contemplation wings her doubtful way: 
Convince my ſenſes, ſhew beyond a doubt, 


That when this feeble lamp of life is out, 

The intellectual ray, which I call Soul, 

That unimpair'd now darts from Pole to Pole, 
Shall with the building, that enſhrines it, ceaſe ; 
Prove, ſhew me that, and huſh my ſoul to peace. 
Alas | alas! thoſe downcaſt looks explain, 


How vainly ſpent my life, my prayer how vain, 


Oh, for another age, nota] power, 
At thy dread ſhrine my ſorrowing ſoul to pour! 
For, „had I ſerved my God with half the care, 
I ſerved my Prince, that God had heard my prayer.“ 
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